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FRO hundred Hills, the Giant Brood, 
An Earth-born Race, and Sons of Blòdsd! 
Survey'd great Foros ſydereal n 
And wiſh'd the lucid Realms: their own. \/ 
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51 N G, M 
5 The Sky% — Sovucign ro depoſe 5 FS or 
Say, how by youthful Arms they fall; of 
The War's firſt: Riſe and Iſſue tell. 81 


2 1141110 


% 2 %* 7 


of 
* N 
= 
F 2 
14.5 V3 Wo 
= »w# 4 4 + weed ? . 


uſe, How rebel Titans roſe,” V. nt 


With raſh Reſolve; and mad f Deſign, 


And ruſh, impetuous, to the Field. 
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In impious League the Brothers join: 
Their Arms, with dreadfül Grace, they wield, 
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3 144 
With Panicks ſeiz d, th' ethereal Train | 
Turn, vile Diſgrace ! their Backs on Men: . 
| Through upper Air th Aſſailants riſe, 
And only not uſurp the Skies. 

Swift the dire News, increaſing, rolls, 
I And ſhakes the Senate of the Poles ; 5 
Y Celeſtial Subjects own their Fears, A ©] | 
| And, tremblitig, nigh forſake their Spheres ; ; | 
Yet ſat the Sire of Gods unmov'd, 
With Mars, the war-like Son he loyd! N 

Mars, yet a Youth, beheld, with Scorn, 

The War approach, the Trophies born: nos - 
In Thrace his matchieB Cuurage cry'd F. 
The Teſt of rebel Arms defy d. 00 
« Me, me, (great Sire) depute,” he cries, 


66 This Rage to curb, which threats our Skies : 

c Soon their bold Hopes to quell I truſt, 

6 And lay their Glory in the Duſt..“. 
With Smiles of Joy, th immortal Sire 

Bad the brave Vouth to Fame aſpire 3 
“ Go, in paternal Srength,” he cry'd, 
o, and repel this rebel Pride !” 
No more/he ſpoke, the God obey d, 

In all the Pomp of War array d! 


Swift 


a 
Swift ſcour'd his rapid Car the Plain, 


Sage Conduct held the flowing Rein 
The Laſh on high bold Courage wav „ 2183 l 


Loud, o'er his Head, Bellona rav'd, 
Behind fat Rage, diſtain'd with Gore, 5 


And ſhouting Terror Hew before. 8 
Nor bore his earth-born. Foes the Sight, 


But, ſudden, urg'd their headlong Flight. 
| Back to their native Caves they ran, 


Nor match d with Gods the Strength of Man. # 
In vain the heav'nly Hofts purſue, a 
More ſwifter than Fove's own Bolts they flew. ; 


Thus, by a Blaſt, che Foe re 
And baniſh'd to his native Field, 
Back to the lucid Realms of Days 


The God reſum'd th ethereal Way: ö DG | 


With echoing ſhouts Olympus rung, 1 
His Praiſe the tunctal Soars ſung. 
Vet ſoon, too ſoon on rapid Wings, 


Fame this ungrateful Meſſage brings; isl te ; 
« Lo! breathing Rage, the Giant Train | 
A © Rally their ſcatter d Force again; 


% Fove's pow'rial ; Am they till dely, 5 


„ Blaſpheming, with proud 


c Again 
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e Again our Hoſts, ſueceſsleſs, fight, ex] h. 
« Or baſely turn their Backs in Flight. 
Mars hears, and iſſuing on his _ 10 ite] 261 
Bends, furious, down the Fields of n U aid 12 ue. . 
To Earth, precipitate, he drives, 811 Sp Y 8 
And ſoon, on Wing of Winds, arrives. 5 
The Scales now turn, which Conqueſt bore, od I. 
Light mounts the Cauſe, that ſunle before: 
Beneath his Ray their Laurels fades; 
Again they fly, with Fear diſmay'd! ! 
Till, urg' d by x and Deſpair, : 
They wait the coming Storm of War; 
No Choice is left, no Refuge nighs « 
No Chance, but---or to yield; or die; 
On Phlegra's direful Plains they ſtand, 
For ſo the Will of F ate ordain d?! 
Nov heav'nly Hoſts, advancing near, | 
Led by the Warriour-God, appear 3 5 
Encouragꝰ d by the Vouth, they glow 
With martial F lame, and with the Foe; 
Huge Limbs, their former Dread! they ſlight, 
And rulh amidſt the thickeſt Fight: 
Gainſt beaming Swords, of ampleſt Size, 
Ker Pour the Lightning of the Skies; | 
mage. 3 : Launch'd 


31 

Launch'd by immortal Strength the Fire, 
Terreſtrial F tends, by Troops, expire: 
The Youth, with all the Art of Age, 
Cn e reins, directs the Rage: 

By numbers are thoſe Lines oppreſt? 


He plunges there his dauntleſs Breaſt, 
Strews, with vaſt Heaps of Slain, the Ground, 
And deals unnumber'd Deaths around. 
Or flags the Foe, prepar'd to fly Yai”? 
His Troops, of lighteſt Wing, are nigh, 
To harraſs the confus'd Retreat, 
And, urgent, puſh the briſk Defeat. 

So fought the God; with Tongue, with Hand, 
He gives, he executes Command; | 
_ Taught by his Voice the martial Stil, 
His Arm explains the Art to Kill. 
When ſpent their Rage, in kindred Blood 
Ingulph'd, the rebel Brothers ſtood; 
Loſt was the Day, and Force was vain; 
Their Arms, ſurrender'd, heap the Plain. 
Five Chiefs appear, of Giant Race, 
The Youth's :riamphal Caf to grace; | 
Here Eyges, there his Brother ſtands, 5 5 
Each, urn ſpreads his hundred Hands; ß 


* Briareus, 
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E Wen huge Enceladus? was led, 


Dim was his Eye, and droop'd his Head ! 


Typhens, fam'd for Strength was near, 


His Shield revers'd; revers'd his Spear. 
And Tytion laſt ; ;---for vain he try d, , | 
(Tho? vers'd 1 in Fraud ) ſüch Bulk to hide. 

Full Conqueſt gain'd; the victor God 


Lays down, humane, the ! nn 
With Guards the Vulgar he datt no 


And loads the captiv'd Chiefs with Lbains TIP 


Conſign'd they lie to Courts above, | nd 
And the juſt Wrath of injur'd „„ 


No Itch for Pow'r ſupream, polleſs d, 


No Luſt for Blood, the Conquꝭ ror Breaſts z* 


. 
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His only Glory was to reign 


In grateful Hearts of God's and — eizo MTA eil 
8 the Earth of ev'ry Peſt, 1181 5 


And bid with Peace the Shes be bleſt. 
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